Into  the  mist 
And  gathering  gloom 
There  came  a young  man 
From  out  of  his  room. 

To  lighten  the  air 
With  superlative  speech, 

And  gaze  with  sad  eyes 
At  things  he  can’t  reach. 

To  tell  us  how 
To  keep  fhe  world  free 
Yet  let  the  world  die 
Before  we  could  see. 

For  freedom  we  fought 
Till  we  could  no  more 
We  lost  what  we  sought 
By  winning  the  war. 

And  as  the  world 

Crawls  slowly  towards  death 
He  utters  the  truth 
With  one  final  breath, 

“It  was  all  a mistake.” 

by  Tammy  Hardesty 
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coeicome-  to  a touch. 

of  tOmORROZJO . . . 


Actually,  it  is  today  we  touch;  our  minds  are  fine-tuned  to  the  future  frequency, 
comparing  and  associating  tomorrow  with  today  and  today  with  last  week,  trying 
to  determine  where  we  are  supposed  to  timidly  stand  among  the  obsolescence 
and  current  events  and  prophetic  sacraments.  . . 

Such  a rush  to  keep  current!  We  are  preoccupied  with  time.  We  grasp,  like 
bickering  old  bags  at  a Christmas  bazaar,  for  a purpose,  a belief,  a meaning.  The 
story  is  intensely  personal,  yet  it  is  the  story  of  humanity,  and  in  each  piece 
of  our  art,  our  poetry,  our  music,  our  musings,  our  structures  and  the  way  we  per- 
ceive our  world(s),  a little  more  of  that  story  is  told,  to  those  who  will  take  the  time 
to  listen. 

Some  will  find  a semblence  of  peace  during  this  holiday  season,  among  those 
who  continue  to  celebrate  holidays  without  having  the  slightest  idea  as  to  why 
they  do  so.  A few  will  remain  sufficiently  disturbed  to  keep  reaching,  and  a very, 
very  few  will  touch  tomorrow. 

The  Prairie  Light  Review  has  dedicated  this  issue  to  preserving  a tiny  cross- 
section  of  today,  so  we  can  tough  it  tomorrow:  An  artifact  made  white  we  were  all 
so  busy  thinking  about  tomorrow  that  the  present  became  the  past.  We  must 
realize  the  importance  of  understanding  how  we  think,  and  what  we  think  about, 
whether  it  appeals  to  us  as  individuals  or  not  — because  that  is  how  we  create 
TOMOAHOtf— 

Wishing  you  a peaceful  new  year  (1 984,  that  is); 

Margaret  Council  Hren,  Editor-in-Chief 

Marie  Ford,  Assistant  Editor 
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You  don't  have  to  drive  into  Chicago 
anymore  to  visit  a classic  contemporary 
art  gallery!  Ariel  Gallery  in  downtown 
Naperville  opened  to  the  public  in  July, 
1983,  brining  a breath  of  fresh  culture  to 
the  suburbs. 

Linda  Bonomi,  Ariel  Gallery's  owner, 
clearly  enjoy^s  what  she  does.  She  per- 
sonally greets  each  customer;  and  behind 
her  bright,  graceful  smile  and  warm  eyes  is 
the  knowledge  of  the  artworld  earned  by 
eight  years  as  an  exhibiting  artist  in  the 
textile  medium.  Walking  in,  one  is  swept 
into  a peaceful,  genuinely  classic  gallery 
atmosphere  carefully  planned  by  Bonomi. 
''All  the  works  and  artists  exhibited  are 
juried,"  she  states.  “We  primarily  focus  on 
contemporary  crafts,  large  fiber  pieces 
and  clay.  I include  some  two  dimensional, 
framed  work  because  I think  there  parti- 
cular pieces  reflect  the  atmosphere  of 
contemporariness  and  originality." 
KwaaBaancr 


The  artworks  are  exhibited  on  the  walls 
and  pedastels  arranged  on  a brown,  hard- 
wood floor.  The  track  lighting  superbly  il- 
luminates the  large,  open  main  room. 

“It  took  about  a year  to  lay  the  ground- 
work for  this  concept,"  Bonomi  muses.  “I 
had  to  consider  the  accounting  and  legal 
aspects,  generate  artists  and  find  a suit- 
able location.  I believe  it's  about  time  the 
suburbs  had  original,  contemporary  art 
available.  People  are  tired  of  calico  pillows 
and  wooden  ducks  in  DuPage  County  " 

Ariel  Gallery  exhibits  the  work  of  Mid- 
western artists.  Browsing,  one  can  find 
original  works  in  clay,  metals,  glass,  wood 
and  textiles  ranging  from  jewelry  and  in- 
laid wooden  boxes  to  large  textile  body/ 
wall  hangings  and  stunning  thee  dimen- 
sional fiber  pieces  alongside  modern 
photographs  and  paintings.  One  may  also 
find  entirely  new  mediums  in  display,  such 
as  that  of  RoseAnna  Tendler  Worth,  a 
Michigan  artist  who  silkscreens  enamel 
onto  copper  and  fires  the  images  at  150 
degrees  Farenheit,  a technique  she  creat- 
ed with  very  interesting  results. 

A visit  to  Ariel  Gallery  is  a fascinating 
trip  through  the  world  of  contemporary  art 
that  shouldn’t  be  rushed.  Ariel  Gallery  dis- 
pels the  myth  that  the  artworld  is  beyond 
the  reach  of  suburbanites,  and  makes 
class,  culture  and  beauty  available  to 
those  in  DuPage  who  can  appreciate  it. 

Upcoming  Feature  Exhibits 
December:  _ 

M.  Joan  Lintault, 

Photo  silk-screened  fiber  and  wall  

pieces  of 

architectural  proportions. 

“Common  Wall” 

Four  Chicago  artists  — 

Marcy  Glick,  ceramics 
Sue  Potts,  ceramics 
Hugh  Spector,  ceramics 
Doug  Stock,  assemblage 
January: 

Jack  Arnold, 

Metal  sculptures 
(Ed.  note:  Jack  Arnold  has  been  com- 
misioned  by  the  Naperville  Art  League  to 
create  a sculpture  for  Naperville's  River- 
walk) 

For  more  information,  call  or  visit  Ariel 
Gallery  at:  15  W.  Jefferson  Avenue,  Naper- 
ville, I L 60540  31 2-355-4466 


R DEFINITION-- 

Personality: 

one 's  unique  combina  tion  of 
slight  insanities. 

Sally  D.  Freels 
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JUST  THE  QUIET,  AND  THE  WIND 
It  took  me  awhile  to  figure  it  out.  There 
was  a flash  of  light  and  there  I was 
looking  for  food.  The  last  thing  I 
remembered  was  hearing  a voice  that  told 
me  to  look  away.  I still  felt  the  flash  of 
light;  I felt  it  through  my  skin,  and  then  I 
was  floating  on  the  wind.  But  I don't 
remember  landing. 

But  I had  to  find  food. 

It  didn't  look  like  it  was  going  to  be 
easy.  But  it  was  amazing  how  much  of 
that  town  hadn't  burned  down.  If  I could 
find  where  the  grocery  store  used  to  be, 
maybe  I could  trace  the  rubble  and  find 
some  food.  It  might  have  been 
contaminated,  but  if  it  was,  then  so  was  I, 
so  what  difference  did  it  make?  I started 
walking  down  the  street.  • 

The  blast  wave  did  a good  job  in  that 
town.  Most  of  the  buildings  looked  more 
. like  piles  of  rubble,  though  once  in  a while 
I came  across  one  that  was  still  partially 
standing.  The  wind  whistled  around  them 
like  a ghost,  the  quiet  was  unsettling. 
Once  that  place  was  crowded  with 
people,  the.  complications  of  everyday  life, 
cars  honking,  people  talking.  Then  a flash 
of  light  and  the  world  changed.  The 
people  disappeared.  But  the  past  didn't 
matter  anymore.  Only  survival  mattered. 

Dusk  was  coming  on,  and  it  would  be 
cold,  even  though  I didn't  feel  any  colder. 
I went  in  search  of  a blanket. 

I spotted  something  that  looked  like 
cloth  near  some  rocks  that  looked  like 
cement  — it  was  hard  to  tell.  Part  of  the 
cloth  was  flapping  in  the  wind  It  was 
multicolored.  I started  to  run  toward  it 
when  I saw  her. 


She  was  climbing  a pile  of  debris,  for 
what  reason  I couldn't  hazard  to  guess. 
There  was  another  person  alivel  Someone 
to  talk  to  — to  help  with  the  worldl  I ran 
after  her;  I yelled,  “Hey!  Hey  you!  Here  I 
am!"  But  when  she  saw  me  a look  of 
horror  filled  her  eyes  that  stopped  me  in 
my  tracks.  She  screamed  “No!  I'm  not 
ready!"  I ran  after  her,  crying,  “Wait!  I 
can  help  you!  We  can  help  each  otherl" 
But  I tripped  oh  a brick  and  fell  on  my 
face.  My  nose  started  to  bleed.  When  my 
vision  cleared,  *she  was  gone.  “Damned 
broad,  anyway,"  I mumbled  as  I walked 
back  to  the  cloth.  She  would  probably 
moan  and  cry  and  use  up  my  food  supply. 
My  food  supply!  I ran  to  \Vhere  I found 
the  cloth.  It  looked  .like  a Persian  rug,  or 
something.  I lugged  it  back  as  fast  as  I 
could  to  the  shelter.  If  she  had  taken  my 
food  supply,  I would  have  killed  her!  But  I 
found  my  food  supply  safe  at  home.  They 
were  acting  a little  sluggish  — maybe 
they  were  dying. 

By  then  blood  was  running  down  into 
my  mouth  and  down  my  chin.  I wiped  it 
off  with  the  back  of  my  Kand,  and  after 
staring  at  my  bloody  hand  for  a few 
seconds,  I licked  it  clean.  No  use  wasting 
perfectly  good  protein. 

The  next  morning,  I hid  my  food  and 
my  blanket  behind  a pile  of  bricks  in  cast 
that  crazy  broad  was  to  find  them,  and 
went  out  to  explore.  If  there  was  me,  and 
there  was  her,  maybe  there  might  be 
others  that  I could  talk  some  sense  into. 
And  I'd  probably  need  a better  shelter, 
and  a water  supply,  and  these  grass- 
hoppers weren't  going  to  last  much 
longer.  I suddenly  recognized  my 
surroundings. 


It  was  quite  bizarre,  because  there 
wasn't  much  surroundings  to  recognize. 
But  I knew  where  I was.  On  my  own 
street.  And  that  looked  like  — yes!  Where 
those  two  elm  trees  once  stood  next  to 
each  other!  That  meant  my  own  house 
was  right  down  that  street.  Part  of  it  was 
still  standing! 

It  all  struck  me  as  quite  funny.  So  I 
walked  home. 

Home.. 

And  in  my  own  home  I realized  what 
had  happened.  Not  just  to  me,  but  to  the 
world,  hopes  and  dreams  and  the  love  for 
freedom.  I found  it  in  the  charred  remains 
of  a human  body.  Mine. 

"Something  told  me  that  maybe  you 
didn't  know,"  a voice  from  behind  me 
said.  I turned  around  to  face  her.  She 
said,  "I'm  sorry."  I said  to  her,  "I'm  not 
ready,  either. 

What  wilf  happen  to  her? 

' “Don't  worry,”  the  man  smiled.  "She'll 
be  taken  care  of." 
by  Tammy  Hardesty 


TWUS  ruGIT 

I wish  I could 
forget  the  clock 
love  each  minute 
free  from  worry; 
but  there’s  no  time. 

And  now  I’m  late  for  class, 
by  Sally  D.Freels 
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My  mother  bought  me  a pair  of  ballet  slippers. 

I took  lessons. 

I had  pontential. 

I've  felt  the  pain  of  an  injured  knee,  broken  heart, 
a forgotten  dream. 

An  attempt  to  come  back 
proved  to  be  embarrassin. 

I still  try 
jazzing  it  up 
on  the  great  stage 
the  great  stage  of  life. 

I've  read  Gibran  by  candlelight 
swallowing  the  emotions  he  stirs 
within  my  heart. 

Taking  his  advice. 

Hemmingway  for  tears 
" Marmaduke " for  laughs. 

I struggle  to  keep  my  head  up 
failing  swimming  lessons 
turning  blue  in  chlorinated  waler. 

Looking  out  for  ' ‘number  one" 
as  my  "blue-eyed  boy  wonder(ful)" 
brother  always  told  me. 

Pretending  to  be  confident,  secure 
my  facade  dominating 
the  inferiorities  that  dwell  among 
the  same  personality. 


untitled 


The  cynical  lady  lived  in  a house, 

with  no  one  to  love  but  herself, 

roaming  the  paths  of  her  habitat 

she  started  to  play  a game  called  go  insane, 

during  the  day  she  would  crawl  into  the  back 

of  her  brain  and  not  come  out  until  the 

shattered  night  arrived. 

by  Mike  Mizwicki 


I am  dancing  on  the  great  stage  of  life. 

Thank  God  my  performance  is  seen  only  once. 
For  I am  tired 
worn  down 
worn  out. 

I am  a lady. 

I was  a perfect  little  lady. 

I wore  iace  anklets, 
pretty  blue  dresses, 
and  skipped  along  the  sidewalks. 

Long,  blonde  curls  bouncing,  I played 
hopscotch. 

I always  had  the  giggles. 

I was  a happy  child. 

Illusions  of  grandeur  filled  my  head, 
miracles  hoped  for. 

I was  woken  suddenly 
by  cold,  harsh  reality 
biting  my  nose. 

I expected  a prince 
gently  kissing  my  lips 
as  in  "sleeping  beauty."  ■ 

I dream  too  much. 

I am  dancing  on  the  great  stage  of  life. 

I contemplated  jumping  off. 

I wanted  out. 

I pray  for  strength  and  courage. 

I don 't  wish  to  go  to  hell. 

Mere  existence  never  satisfies  my  inner  soul. 


I've  listened  to  Billy  Joel 

singing  about ' 'moving  up  and  moving  out. " 

I d like  to  try  it. 

Deep-rooted  desires  to  be  better 
and  do  better  engulf  me. 

Mediocrity  means  frustration. 

"Can't"  never  helped  anyone  achieve  their  goals 
I removed  it  from  my  vocabulary. 

Reaching,  reaching 
success  I yearn  for 
lea  ves  a taste  in  my  mouth. 

But  right  now,  i 'm  still  dancing 
on  the  great  stage  of  life. 

They  call  it  human  nature 
they  say  it's  the  name  of  the  game. 

Survival  of  the  fittest. 

I've  learned  to  step  on  others 
before  they  step  on  me. 

It  is  sad. 

It  is  cruel. 

It  is  life. 

And  here  I am 

just  doing  my  routine  on  the 
great  stage  of  life 
eagerly  awaiting  the  future, 
still  expecting  miracles. 

Yet  hoping  the  grand  finale 
is  soon. 

For  I’m  tired 
worn  down 
worn  out. 

by  Dawne  Jelinek 


She  trods  the  wet  pavement 
Cold  wind  in  her  hair. 

Look  down, 

Shuffle  past, 

No  one  else  there. 

The  cruel  loneliness 
Of  the  thick  rhorning  air 
Speaks  to  her  softly, 

There ’s  no  one  else  here  ' ' 
She  climbs  the  dark  stairwell 
She  looks  for  her  keys 
Outside  the  wind 
Blows  through  the  trees. 

She  walks  past  the  door 
And  into  the  room 
Look  down, 

Shuffle  past. 

Yellow  eyes  gloom 
Then  meow  pitifully 
For  lack  of  some  cream 
She  crawls  into  bed 
And  tries  not  to  dream. 


by  Tammy  Hardesty 


